"Hello there. Doing all right? Coming in for a tea? I just
passed the Jerk with a Fanny. He5s a terrible man for the women.53

Relieved to have his mind made up for him and a protector
into the bargain, Martin fell into step beside him.

"Hello there. Doing all right eh? You horrible detail, Sheriff!
Always strolling around like an old farmer; setting a bad example
to the guardsmen. "

In this manner. Corporal Abernethy greeted his colleagues at
the tables as he entered the Naafi and passed down to the counter.
He appeared to know everybody, and it was obvious by the way
the different groups paused to hurl abuse at him that he had
considerable influence in his circle,

"You idle hound, Abernethy! Hollow your back. Stick your
chin in! Stand still, right or wrong!"

"Hello there. Waxy. You're a terrible man for the tea. Feeling
all right, eh, after the chasing you got on the slope this morning?3*

Waxy grinned. He was on a corporals3 course, an ordeal all
new corporals had to endures and had found it necessary to
change his shirt after the grueling the Hound had given him that
morning on the drill parade. It was called the "slope53 because
the command, "Slope arms," featured in it so often.

Drill was the common measure. It might be a good thing to be
able to hit a target at five hundred yards, but to drill like a
guardsman was infinitely better; and the higher the rank, the
higher the standard of drill required, unless one entered by the
back door with a commission in which case it was permissible to
flop around anyhow. For the first three months at the Guards'
Depot in London one was contemptuously regarded as a rookie,
but comfort was to be found in the knowledge that each driU
brought one nearer that ultimate perfection demanded of guards-
men and particularly of trained soldiers. Three or four drills
a day for twelve weeks was the minimum considered necessary
to bring about this important result; then the commandant's in-
spection took place. It followed that to lift one out of the rut of
guardsmen, to become a qualified corporal, to approach the almost
automatic precision of a Gatcham or a Jerk, nothing short of three
more months of acrobatics and physical torture were needed.

"Queer hawk. Waxy," said Corporal Abemethy, turning con-
fidentially to Martin. "No time at ail for the drills."
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